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Highly Strung 


To Steve, being five minutes early was running late. He was punctual to a fault, even if half of the rest of the 
band didn't share his sentiments. He had just started this new strange band and didn't want to disappoint. He 
was a professional musician now, with Bodast gone and out of the picture. No more two bit acting things or 
shitty little bands that broke up before they could get it together. He had signed on the line, or as it were, 
shook Jon's hand and drained a pint and that was it. 


And now he waited, wondering if he had made the right decision. lan Anderson now seemed much more 
professional despite the flaming red hair and flute arrangements. Jon would show up when he felt like it, Tony 
probably following shortly after. Chris, well.. He wasn't the only one to have a problem with his new bandmate. 
Bill had already been dealing with it for two years and still hadn't learned to take it in stride. Perhaps there 
was no way to cope with it successfully, but Bill got progressively madder and madder each time Chris was 
late or sluggish, causing some major rows in the house once Jon became involved. 


"So, ehhhh," Steve stammered to Bill, sitting silently slouched on his throne. "Want to practice something?" 


Bill didn't even look up from his snare. "No." 


"Oh, well" Steve found a chair and set it between his small amp and the drum rug. "Mind?" 


With no reply from Bill, he dialed in a few settings on the amp and starting picking away at an old tune from 
the Bodast days. It snaked around and he could play with it, hopefully getting Bill to pick up a rhythm with it 
and do something other than sit there and sulk. 


It didn't work. Bill shuffled his trainer clad feet a few times, but made no moves to pick up his sticks. Steve 
rolled down the volume knob. "Do you think you can do anything with that?" 


Bill only sighed and shifted his ride stand a bit. "Ask Jon" 


Steve was still a bit off put by the mini-Hitler that had offered him a job. "| can't understand a word he says.’ 


"Oh thank God, | thought it was just me." Bill finally looked up. "Even when | can make it through the taffy he 


calls an accent, the words still don't make any sense." 


"What was he saying last night? Some rubbish about fairies and crisps?" Steve hadn't heard Bill talk this much 
in as long as he'd been in the band. He usually just sat at the back, smoking and watching, or downing a 


worrying amount of whiskey and coke. 


"The moon, the stars, to the sun, who knows." Bill gave his snare a kick. "Think he was dropped on his head as 
an infant." 


Steve tried to keep it positive, for fear the negative energy rubbed off on him. "Maybe he's just spiritual, 


Helenistic." 


"Not with that pile of dirty pants, fried eggs, and fag ends under his bed. And those odd sentences. He just 
stops talking without making a point." Steve had the feeling Bill could go on for hours. At least he wasn't yelling 
about Chris again. This was a minor irritation in relation Bill's his thoughts on Chris. Whom was still late, and 
would probably continue to be late well after practice ended and into supper time. Instead Steve merely 


shrugged. "Ah, yes, you're the new guy. I'm sure you'll find out what I'm on about sooner rather than later." 


Seeing that no music would get made today, Steve suggested a venue change. This was heartily agreed with by 
Bill, who detoured on a diatribe about Chris' tardiness and lack of respect. Hoping to waylay this line of 
discussion, Steve lead them around the corner and down the road a few blocks to a small pub he'd passed 
several times. It wasn't fancy, but it wasn't the Speak either - Chris was so late he was probably still there 


from the night before. 


Lagers were emptied and refilled, the two young men sharing a quiet afternoon in a pub instead of punching a 
timeclock like most other men their age. Steve found Bill to be a kindred soul, highly intelligent with a very dry 
sense of humour. They had a lot in common and Steve was for the first time in his life enjoying a meandering 


conversation with a drummer. The drummers in London tended to run on the Keith Moon/John Bonham side - 


all explosions and braying laughs and Rolls Royces in swimming pools. 

"What?" 

Steve shook himself, the drink making him tingly in the fringes. "What?" 

Bill scrubbed a napkin over his teeth. "Have | got something in my teeth?" 

"No, why?" 

Bill crumpled the napkin and tossed it behind the bar into a trash bin. "You were staring." 


Steve turned on the barstool, away from where he leaned in towards Bill. "Oh, sorry." Steve thought he saw Bill 


shrug, both too engrossed in their quiet beers to pick up the conversation again. 
‘| heard rumor that Greg Lake's left Crimson," Bill mumbled after a considerable silence. 


"Yeah?" Steve perked up. Crimson was doing some interesting things, and taking some risks. More importantly 
they seemed to have a rotating door of musicians - always something to keep an eye on if needed in the 


future. 


Bill was staring at the beer glass in his hand, swirling it around. "He has the best lips I've ever seen" Steve sat 
in the hollow silence, maybe he had heard Bill wrong. There was no way to answer that. “Sorry. | need another 


beer." 


Not waning to Totally alienate his new friend, Steve ventured, "Yeah, he does have a nice smile." Steve peeked 
out of the corner of his eye, Bill's eyebrow had shot up into his curly mop. Suddenly Steve got the lips thing; 
full and red, slightly pouty, and currently pressed against a newly-filled pint glass. 


A skittish, jumpy feeling settled in his belly as the alcohol suddenly went to his head. "| need to go, | think." 


"Wait up, I'll go with." Bill fumbled with his wallet, leaving a few crumpled notes for the bartender and 


uncharacteristically stumbling over his barstool. "Where are you going?" 


Away from you, Steve wanted to say, but that was hardly polite. He could deal with the uncomfortable 
feelings for now and think about them later. Much later. "Don't know," he said quietly trying to figure too many 
things out at the same time. 


Steve managed to keep a respectable few inches between them as they walked aimlessly. Steve knew the 
general layout of where things were. Bill seemed to be following, constantly looking around at the architecture. 


They stopped at a zebra crossing. "You're not from around here, are you?" 


Bill watched the traffic pass by, his boot heel tapping out a complex rhythm without any apparent conscious 


effort. "No. One block off the main road and | still get lost." 
"Get across the road and take a right." They jumped across the road, nearly missing a speeding taxi. Steve lead 
them to a small park a block over, hardly more than a green space, but grass and a few trees none the less. 


They grabbed an empty bench and a few pigeons flocked to them, expecting to be fed. 


Bill looked around. "This is nice." Steve dug out his pack of cigarettes, offering one to Bill and lighting up. Steve 


noticed Bill's shoulders had relaxed some, the greenery replacing the constant brick and granite. 
"Better?" 
"It's nice to see green again" 


More silence passed. Steve reflected on his new band and the quiet man sitting next to him. Superb drummer, 


good drinking buddy, and oddly taken to fistfights with the bass player. 

"Are you going to tell me about the band?" 

Bill seemed to think it over, taking his time before replying with a simple "No." 
"No?" 

"Yeah, no. Are you deaf from the amps?" 


"Nah, | just." Steve had to tread carefully. He didn't want to step on any toes this early or it would be out the 


door for him. "I just don't understand how it all works together, but | can hear how good it is." 

Bill was watching a passing cloud now. "Could be." 

"Could be?" 

Bill rolled his eyes and sighed. "Either you're a parrot thats lost it's feathers, or that grass has turned your 
brain to mush. Yes could be good. They're not there yet, and the conglomerate intelligence of the band will toss 
out the weakest spot when something brighter appears on the horizon" Bill, still squinting, looked directly at 


Steve. "Like Pete Banks." 


The band was cut-throat, Steve knew that before he entered, but he'd never had someone be so upfront 


about it. 


"So who's out next?" Steve was just getting to know these guys, the ones that bothered to show up for gigs 
and practice anyway. Why get to know someone if they were going to be out next month? 


Bill shrugged again, looking back at the clouds. "Who knows. You, me, anyone." 


"Jon?" 
"Hiter?" Bill was staring at him like he'd lost his mind. "Are you that thick?" 
"No! No..." Steve backtracked. He'd no idea why he said it. 


"I think Jon and Chris are kind of safe in a way." He'd gone back to hunting clouds. "They scream, yell, fight all 
the time but yet they always end up back together. It's like a bad marriage. Eventful to watch, but not to get 


too close to." 


"Do you have any plans for staying? It's not a horribly.. friendly place?" There were bands where everyone 
was like family. There were bands where it was a job but no one got too close. There were shitty side bands, 
either for a few bucks when people had spare time or friends just goofing around. There were bands where 
people learned; older guys taught younger ones the ropes and knew the younger blood would leave after a 


short stay. 


Then there was Yes. What the hell had Steve gotten himself into? All the hard work of auditioning, jockeying, 
moving his flat to the communal house.. For what? Fighting, bickering, being constantly stood up and smothered 
only to play the Bonanza theme song? Save for the brief few minutes where something clicked and it was the 
best group he'd ever been in? How long would those handful of minutes balance out the days of anger and 


frustration? 
"I've quit five times already. l'm still here." 
"| can't imagine why," Steve said dryly. 


"IFs not so bad. | can tune the way | want, play what | like. They mic me up and run me through the PA. It's 


enough for now." 


He had the feeling Bill wasn't showing all of his cards. With a band this opaque and talking to the new guy Steve 


was hardly surprised. Even after a few beers Bill was smart enough to know better. 
"You want to go back? Maybe Chris is awake finally?" 


Bill seemed to consider this, obviously reluctant to give up his greenery. "I guess," he shrugged. "It'll be dark 


soon." 


Steve had hoped the change of scenery would be a good way to get Bill to open up a bit more. The harder he 
tried, it seemed the more distant Bill became. Maybe it was the initial camaraderie of being the only ones at 
practice or the overindulgence at the pub. Home would be good either way; They could talk in a more 


comfortable setting or he could hide away if things went awkward. 


Not that he was even getting anywhere to be awkward. 


Except for when Bill bumped into him as the sidewalk narrowed. And again as another couple passed, Bill's arm 


brushed against his. 

Steve's thoughts were cast aside as they neared the house and saw that the bay window on the front was 
broken out. It had not been that way when they left in the afternoon. Both of the men stopped a few paces 
from the house, looking the area over. 


"Do you think someone's broken in?" 


"Broken out, more likely." Bill kicked some of the glass shards with his foot. "See how the glass is on the 
sidewalk? If they'd broke in, it would be in the sitting room." 


Steve got closer to the window. "A fry pan?" He pointed into the bushes. "Someone threw a pan out the 
window." 


Bill scratched at his hair. "You'll get used to that" 

A crash came through the broken window, sounding like shattering porcelain from the kitchen. 
"And that." 

Chris' booming voice followed the crash, Jon's higher pitch screaming on top of it. 

"That, you don't get used to" Bill frowned, already rubbing at his temple. 

"GO ON THEN YOU SPOILED TIT!" Chris screamed again and glass shattered. 


Steve stood beside Bill, looking at the front door and waiting for any other suddenly flying objects. "Should we 
go in then?" 


Bill weighed the options. "Look a bit silly sleeping in the gutter tonight 


Swallowing, Steve made his way to the front door, opening it as quietly as he could lest it attract unwanted 
attention Unsure of the situation, he slowly tiptoed towards the kitchen, leaning half behind the wall and 


peeking his head around. 


Jon stood, a small plate in his hand like a discus and aimed at Chris' chest. Chris held his arms wide, his face 
red and blotchy as he egged Jon to do it. Jon's greasy locks bounced as he danced from foot to foot, trying to 
fix his aim at Chris. Most of what Jon was yelling was lost to the heavy Lancs burr, Chris the only one 


seemingly able to understand him. 


Bill's hand landed on Steve's shoulder and pulled him away, nodding up the stairs towards the bedrooms. 
‘| DON'T GIVE A FLYING FUCK!" bellowed Chris, another dish obviously landing off target and shattering. 


Bill leaned into Steve's ear, hot moist breath curling around and under his hair. "Back off before they drag you 
into it" Steve walked backward slowly, eying the stack of plates Jon had on the counter. "They'll be at it all 
night." 


Steve was led upstairs, Bill's hand sliding down his shoulder to hold his thin upper arm. He was pushed into Bill's 
room and the door closed behind them. Bill took an icepick from his dresser and stabbed it into the door frame, 


effectively locking the door. 


Steve looked around Bill's room. He'd never really been in here, preferring to stay in his own room or the 
common areas. It looked much like his own room; single bed, dresser, small table littered with life items, gear 
stashed into a corner. Bill had gone the additional step of some basic soundproofing against the far wall with 
Jon's room on the other side. Steve was able to just turn down - only so much you could do with a set of 


drums. 
"So what are we doing to do?" Bill sat on his bed, tucking a leg underneath himself. 


Steve looked for somewhere to sit, ending up on the floor in a small clear area. There was no way he was 
sitting on the bed with Bill. He looked around for a guitar and didn't see one. It would come in handy right about 


now. Something to do and a security blanket all in one. 
"Do you have a guitar?" Bill shook his head. "Can | look at your records?" 


Bill pointed under his table at a cardboard box. "Sure." He leaned against the wall, where the headboard should 


have been. 


Steve scooted over, turning his back to Bill and getting those sharp eyes off of him for a few minutes. He 
flipped through the Jazz records, noting the lack of anything that might resemble pop and filed the mental 
note away for future use. At the end of the box, Steve held the last record against the cardboard, stalling for 
time. He flipped backwards through the stack, feeling the air in the room get heavy. 


Bed springs squeaked as Bill shifted, something soft landing on the floor near Steve. 


"l'Il ask again, what do you want to do?" Bill paced out the last words, dropping some odd inflection into his 


words. 


Steve turned to look, seeing Bill reclining against the wall, shirtless, legs spread. His fluffy curls stood up like 
he'd hastily run his fingers through it. Lips, red, full and wet caught Steve's eye. A pink tongue snuck out and 
licked those lips, Steve's breath catching at the sight. 


Bill scratched at his stomach, drawing Steve's attention lower, down past the defined pecs and lightly muscled 
stomach to the light brown line of hair running down from his navel. 


Steve tore his eyes away, feeling his cock swell and cheeks flush. 


"Unless, you know, | was reading things wrong." Bill's hand traveled down the stretched denim, rubbing slightly 
over the bulge. 


"l, uhhh.. l.. Uhhhh.." Steve found it hard to think, his blood rapidly redistributing itself. "lm not queer" 


Bill just smiled. "Of course not" Gathering himself and swinging his legs off the bed, he walked over to Steve, 
dropping to his knees beside him. "Neither am |." The scent wafted from Bill, getting in Steve's nose and making 
his brain swim. Those firm pecs were right in front of him, no longer hidden by a layer of cotton. "It just feels 


ricer when someone else does it." 


Steve's eyes had gone coin-round, watching as Bill's ribs expanded with every breath, sliding lithe muscle over 
firm bone. He was stuck where he was. A few girls had propositioned him over the years, most not as forward 


as Bill was being. 


Then it hit him. He was being hit on. By Bill. Who was most definitively not a girl. Despite the full red lips. He 


was frozen, stuck in a rut of shock and lust like a skipping record. 


Those plump lips were getting closer. Bill closed the distance an kissed Steve, just a gentle press of lips. It was 
enough to wrench away Steve's derailed train of thought and push his intellect aside, the animal he kept tightly 
contained coming out. He returned the kiss, running his tongue along those lips and letting his hands reach out 


and touch that pale skin. 


Bill shivered under the sudden change of power, Steve pushing into him then knocking him over, sending them 
sprawling across the discarded clothes and towels. Steve landed on top of Bill, squirming his way between Bill's 
thighs and running his hands over the warm flesh. 


Bill's hands grabbed Steve's shirt, lifting it up and over his head, throwing it across the room to join the other 
detritus. Steve leaned in and attached himself to Bill's mouth, breathing against each other and stroking 


whatever skin was under their hands. 


Hands on his shoulders pushed Steve back slowly, putting some space between their bodies. Steve ground his 
hips into Bill's pelvis, trying to satiate the need building inside him. 


"Hold on," Bill kept pushing at his shoulders, avoiding his kisses. "Wait." Bill reached between them, fumbling with 
the button on his pants and twisting Steve off him, letting him land on his hip beside Bill. Steve's hands went to 
Bill's pants, scrambling over Bill's slow fingers and trying to force the zipper down. "You're heavier than you 


look" 


Despite Steve's interference, Bill worked the zip down and lifted his hips, sending his trousers and pants down 
around his thighs. Steve froze again, not knowing what to make of the strange jutting appendage. Bill curled his 
fingers around his length and stroked. "Touch me." 


Steve reached out his hand, covering Bill's hand in his own and matching his stokes. "Fuckin." Bill thumped his 
head against the floor and removed his hand, letting Steve feel the weight and warmth of his cock Steve 
watched, fascinated, as Bill's hips rose slightly with every upstroke, a slight drop of liquid forming at the tip. He 


moved loose skin over the hard structures underneath, using the grip he preferred on himself. 


"Stop," Bill halfheartedly muttered. "You.." Bill reached weakly for Steve's denim, trying to pop the buttons open 
with one hand and failing. Steve rolled on his back and undid his jeans, pushing and kicking them until they got 
stuck on his shoes. He left them for tangled and grabbed his own cock, stroking and taking away the cutting 
edge of his need. 


"Fuck, that's hot" Bill's hand crawled over Steve's hip, pushing Steve's hand out of the way and continuing to 
stroke. 


"God," Steve gasped as Bill's callused fingers closed around him. Bill had been right, it was better if someone did 
it for you. 


Bill shifted beside him, rolling onto his side. Steve reached over, knocking elbows together as each reached 
across. There were no more kisses as harsh pants breathed in each other's air. Steve's eyes rolled back in his 
head as Bill's talented fingers worked their magic. Steve knew he wasn't being as helpful as Bill was being, but 
his brain seemed to have wandered off and it was hard to focus on anything but his own dick. 


Teeth clamped on his ear, Bill huffing against his neck. A tongue worked over his earlobe as fingers slipped over 
the head of his cock in matching swipes. Steve's grip on Bill tightened as his arm refused to move, clutching on 
for dear life as everything tensed. "Fuck," he ground out as his spine curved, feeling his balls draw up as the 


cliff came ever nearer. "Don't stop." 


The hand quickened it's assault on his cock, keeping up with the jerky thrusts of his thin hips. With a grunt he 
fell over the cliff, pleasure blinding him as he arched into the hand, pushing himself deeper into the fingers 


curling around him. 

Steve drew in deep, heavy breaths with his eyes closed, feeling himself floating somewhere outside his body. 
Bill was warm beside him, thrusting against his hip, warm drops landing across his belly. The only noise was the 
slight hitch in Bills breaths as the rapid breaths changed to the same languid ones Steve was taking in. 


"We'd probably be more comfortable on the bed," Steve whispered, turning his head to face the grinning Bill. 


"Nah," breathed Bill as he threaded their legs together as best as the pushed down trousers would allow. "This 
is good." 


Steve felt tired. He needed a nap. He also had.. all over his stomach. It was going to take more than a dirty 
sock to wash off. Reluctantly, he realized he would have to get up and find a bathroom. 


| have to get up." Bill ‘hmmmphed' and smacked his lips. He was already falling asleep, passed out after his 
release. Slowly, Steve sat up and found a discarded shirt, using it to wipe away most of the cooling mess. He 
tossed it across the way, towards what looked like a laundry bin. He pushed himself up, pulling up his jeans but 
leaving them unbuttoned and forgoing the shirt. It was just a few doors down and his fingers were still too 


jellylike to attempt the nimbleness. 


Removing the icepick and setting it back on the tall dresser, Steve opened the door and peeked outside. The 
hallway was empty and no one was waiting. He relaxed a bit secure in the knowledge that no one knew what had 
just happened. The bath was on the other side of Jon's room, and he paused as he passed the door, hearing 


some muffled noises and the sounds of metal creaking. 
Steve leaned his ear to the door, need for the bathroom all but forgotten as curiosity took hold. 


"Who's the fuckin’ midget now?!" Jon's voice had gone deeper, if possible even heavier accented. Chris moaned, 
there was no mistaking the tall man's timbre, even if it did sound oddly muffled. Metal scraped and creaked, 
the unmistakable sound of bed springs compressing and releasing traveling through the door. Chris grunted 


again and the bed hit the wall, springs squeaking again every time someone moved. 


Steve backed away from the door, wondering how long this had been going on. He shook his head and continued 
to the bath. 


